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Don't let the Song go Out of Vour Life.

(Boston :Transcript.)
Don't let the song go out of your.life;

Thougli it chance souxetinies to flowv
In a niinor strain, it xvill blend again

Witli the mazjor tone, you knowv.

What thoughi shadow~s rise to obscure life's skies,
And hide for a tiie the Sun;

They soonler wiil lift, and reveal the rift,
If you let the iiieiody mun.

Don't Jet the son- go out of your life;
Trhougli your voice inay have Iost its trili,

Tlioughi the treuxulous ilote shouid die in the throat,
Let it sing in your spirit stili.

Thiere is neyer a pain that bides not soine gaýin,
And neyer a ciip of rue

So bitter to sup but wlxat ini the cup,
Lurks a measure of sweetnless too-.

Don 't let the son- go out of your life;
Ahi! it nieyer wouid need to go,

If with thouglit more true, and a broader view,
XVe looked at this life beiow.

Oh, Nvwhy shouid xve nioan that life's springtinie liais flown,
Or sigli for the fair stimuler tinie ?

The autuin bathi days filied with poeans of praise,
And the winter hath belis that chinie.

Don 't let the song go out of your life,
Let it ring in the soui whie here,

And wvhen you go hence, it shall foilow you thence,
And sing on in another spliere.

Tlien do not despond, and say that the fond,
Sweet songs of your life have flown,

For if ever you kne;v a song that -%vas true,
Its mnusic is 'stili your own.
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